THROUGH THE CENTRAL SANDS

the camels, and the long marches and cold north wind on
both. Hamad and I were the first arrivals.

'Drink, Sahib/ he said, 'the water of Banaiyan is good.5

Hamad, even had it not been the fast month, would
himself have forborne. It was their code after a thirsty
day's march that when we arrived at a water-hole no drop
of water should pass the lips of the advance party until
those in the rear had come up, nor would any man eat a
crust with me on the march unless his companions were
there to share it. If this precarious condition of life produces
savagery between enemies, it breeds none the less a fine
humanity among friends.

Banaiyan was a real well, stone-lined and therefore unlike
the mere pits in the sand that are the water-holes of the
south. As my party straggled in there was a visible change
in their mood. Cheerfulness prevailed with the merry
shouts and noise of spilling water that they love to
make, while their great thirsty brutes with long necks
stretched down to the scooped-out water trough gurgled
their fill.

The want of pastures forbade a halt in these barren,
rolling hills, and the first animals to be watered were already
on the inarch before the last had come up. I delayed to
accompany the rear party. Soon we had to halt for the
sunset prayer, and after that we found growing difficulty in
following the tracks of our advance guard; the failing light
soon made it impossible. So with Polaris before our left
shoulder-as the Badu has it, with his hand over his
corresponding collar-bone so that you shall not err-we
made our way through the night. An hour had passed
when there was a shout from a man behind me. Turning,
I saw the glimmer of a camp fire away to the eastwards. We
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